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i FAWCITT PUBLICATION. 



CAfT MARVEL ADViNTURI 
WHIZ COMICS • WESTERC 
CAP T. MARVEL JR. ■ MA 
ROD CAMERON WESTERN 



. LASH LiKUE WESTERN 
HERO ■ ROCKY LANE WESTERN ■ 
rER COMICS ■ TOM MIX WESTER 

■ ILL BOYD WESTERN ■ SIX CI 
MOTION PICTURE COMICS . 



HI MARVEL FAMILY . FAWCITT'S FUNNY ANIMALl 
NYOKA THE IUNCLE CIRL ■ CARRY HAYES WESTERN 
I . MONTE HALE WESTERN ■ HORALONC CASSIDY 
I HEROES • FAWCITT MOVIE COMIC ■ IOI COLT 
TEX RITTER WESTERN 

*lMR fa y ^i/*^ P...id.M 




IS ONLY A WEEK AFTER A TORNADO HAS 
HOWLED THROUGH THE TOWN OF BOWJE 
THAT BILL BOYD ARRIVES, ... i . 

pJ L HEAR IT WAS 
IT WAS THE WORST BLOW ) QUITE SOMETHING.' 
1 EVER DID 5EE, BOVD.' ^ WHO ARE THE YOUN6' 
KILLED A LOT OF FINE 
PEOPLE AND DID A LOT 




THAT'S THE 5APDEST PART/ THAT TORNADO MADE 
QUITE A FEW ORPHANS AROUND THESE PARTS.' IT 
WAS MIGHTY NICE OF CY CAT EL. TO OFFER HIS, 
SPREAD FOR THEM TO STAY ON UNTIL THE FOLKS j 
DECIDE WHAT TO DO WITH THEM i I RECKON 
MOST OF THEM WILL 

HAVE TO GO TO AN r^THEY SURE LOOK AS IF 
ORPHANAGE .' ^\ THEY NEED CHEERING UP.'j 
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WELL-SOME OF THE "\TH AT'S A GOOD IDEA.' 
BOVS ARE RIDING OVER ) IT'UL TAKE THEIR. 
TO CVS PLACE TO SHOW / /WINDS OFF THEI 
THE YOUNGSTERS 
SOME RfDlNG AND 
ROPING TRICKS.' 
MAYBE THAT'LL 
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lOUBSELP AS FOLLOWS — 
S CORRECT, BXCeLLENT. 

4 cot&scx YgKy <a»K 3 coekect; 
soor 2 coceeer, BUR 1 eoHWCi; FCOK. 



HO PEESIPENT SAKRBLP 
WAS SHOT ON JULY 
», 1882. 

□ True O Falee 



i A 420,000 SILL RANKS 
BETtVESM A *S[O00 BILL 
ANf A 4100.COO SILL. 

□'TrosnFalse 




S] SA6TILL6 CAY, IN FRANCE, IS 
C6LE8EME? ON JULY 45b . 

True C3 False 




^1 TUB BJMIC6E 

HILL MONUMENT 
WAS COMPLETE? IN 

□ true Q False 




3nai ■£ 'Tue ooo'ocf anv i,nsi aaani 



M&& INTRIGUE! MYSTERY 4PVENT0f?£/.jw 




COA4IC /MAGAZINE 







MAO *CIEMTIBT, CWTHIVTEO HOW ? I9NVOKA-THB 
JWMlK (WO. TO rVU»«*T THOUWANOB DT rTOBT TO 

*■* c«ir<i r i* -ntexM any eecxp* mom ths 

I*k*JM> M-THRftKY* 



^ K)» LOOK fOR EACH EXCITlHG KSUE ON YOUR FAVORITE NEWOTANP IOf#£ 




ONE RING IN EVERY BOX 
OF RAISIN BRAN 




rJect to! . 



'qn- America, 
Drool* 0«r». 
Cl!p>»r 



WHAT TOU OITI Open a box of Kellogg's 
Raisin Bran and get your prize! A bright- 
colored genuine plastic ring with a picture on 
top! Pictures of airplanes, cowboys, Indians, 
sport stars, movie stars! These prize picture 
rings fit any finger! Most important, you get 
this double-treat: plump honeycomb raisins, 
with Kellogg's nourishing golden-crisp flakes! 

Surprise— entirely new series 
of prizes coming soon! 
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<5bt pown in the cellar.' 
pronto: i'll look, per 
crow&aitand take 
care op him one way 




ISCROWBAIT RIPE5 OFF, WILLIS RUNS 
CJOWN INTO THE HOTEL CELLAR. 



OUR WORRIES ARE OVER, CROWN ,'CROWBAlT 
IS GOING TO STAY HYAR IN THE HOTEL.' 
I'LL PUT HIM UP IN THE SPECIAL ROOM AND 
TONIGHT WHEN HE GOES TO SLEEP, ' 
SCARE THE WITS OUT OF HIM .' EITHER 
HE'LL RUN AWAY OR I'LL HAVE TO PIT 
HIM IN AN INSANE 
ASYLUM.' 



HMM, THIS IS A NICE ROOM.' IT 
SHORE IS SETTER THAT SLEEPING j 
IN THE SACK OF MY WAGON.' MISTER WILLIS 
IS MIGHTY KIND TO SET ME UP LIKE THIS.' 
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IT LOOKED TO WE AS IP THE HORSES WERE 
CO/KINS FROM THE HOTEL.' CROWBAIT IS 
PROBABLY STAYING THERE FOR THE NIGHT.' 
LL GO BAWL HIM OUT FOR BEING 
SO CARELESS .' 



MAYBE CROWBAIT ISNT STAYING 
HERE —HUH? SOMEONE'S SCREAM- 
NG FOR HELP.' IT'S COMING FROM 
THAT TRAP POOR OVER THERE.' 






Let Hojjpy Send You This 



2 

OFFICI At 



1 A floe Hoppy Savings link 

2 rout Ssyidr fiodoo Blffjl 

3 latter ofwelcomtfromHoppi 

4 Club mifflbirship card wltt 
KOPPY'S SECRET CODE OF 

*f THE WIST OK THE SACK 



5 OfflcUl MMktnMp 
teata 

6 Aitigripkif phitt af 
H«PPI 

7 Ktptr H*t) Pwek 

8 Srrinf Sedaa Baeorf Iwk 



SAVINGS CLUB 



1MHOPAL0NGCASSIDY SAVINGS CLUB HAS NOT 
YET OPENED IN YOUR COMMUNITY, WRITE TODAY FOR 
THE NAME OF THE BMKJ!SAVWG 1 K^- 
ATION NEARESTJKIJMI*yj^£JL£tHt 
^ImlEtrrAiYlioiE^ YOU WRITE! 



It's easy! Opening an account at 
any Bank or Savings Association HAVING 
A HOPALONG CASSIDY SAVINGS 
CLUB, makes you a member! When you 
join you're immediately given a Hoppy Bank 
and Club Savings Book. Then Hoppy sends 
you a big 8 piece thrift kit direct from Holly- 
wood. Ask your local Bank or Savings 
Association about the Club today. 

fi\ Hit trie Top Pronto in 
KOPPy'S SAVINS RODEO 

You can start with any rating you 
like with as little at 12.00 nailing 
you as a Tenderfoot, The faster you save the 
quicker you'll reach Hoppy's own rating of 
Bar 20 Foreman. 



It BAR-TWENTY 



1 MAIL THIS \ | 



BAR-TWENTY 

17 N. DISPlAlNfS ST. 
CHICAGO 6, ILL. 
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FIGHTING WORDS 



By Clement Good 



||UDE SLEEGER was all slicked up. His 
hair was bear-greased till it^had a patent 
leather shine, his black mustache was waxed, 
his shirt was shiny white, his coat and pants 
were fresh-pressed and his boots shone like 
silver. 

Phil, (he fiddler, was sawing away like mad 
and the rhythm of the music was rocking the 
old barn. The shouting of the caller and the 
thumping and jumping of feet made the echoes 
ring from the rafters ; everybody was having 
a swell time as they always did at the Rapid 
River square dances. 

Then Dude* tripped or slipped — anyway, he 
stumbled. And Loudmouth Larry, leaning 
against a wall near the orchestra, bellowed. 
"Ho, there. Dude, yuh could dance better if 
yuh dressed up yore feet in shoes instead of 
fiddle cases!" 

Some of the girls giggled and that's wha^ 
really set off the Dude. He marched straight 
up to Loudmouth Larry and snarled, "Take 
that back or I'll smash your ugly teeth down 
your throat," 

Larry was a peaceable fellow. He had only 
made the remark in the spirit of pleasantry 
and good fun. But he couldn't take it back and 
still hold up his head in that cow territory. 
Besides, Dude Sleeger had cast aspersions on 
his teeth. 

So Larry did the only thing that seemed to 
him possible and appropriate under the cir- 
cumstances. He gave Dude a smash in the mus- 
tache. Sleeger was a pretty husky fellow, but 
he was no maich for the ham-like fist of Loud- 
mouth Larry. The hlow sent him sprawling 
backward across the rough dance floor. 

Larry turned from the fallen man and spoke 
to the orchestra. "Strike up a tune, Phil. I 
didn't aim to stop the dancing just because 
some slick-haired galoot can't take a joke." 

Some of the dancers laughed, some applaud- 
ed, and Phil struck up a tune. Du,de Sleeger 




lay sprawled and apparently stunned whrre he 
had fallen. But his beady eyes were on the 
broad back of Loudmouth Larry. They glit- 
tered with hatred, waiting for an opening. Then 
as the swirl of dancers moved away and Larry 
was a clear target. Dude snaked a pearl han- 
dled pistol from his hidden shoulder holster 

None of the dancers was watching him 
Dude knew he could make his killing, then 
spring through a window into the open night 
with a pretty fair chance to escape. Nobody 
else was armed. It was one of the rulei of the 
dance that you must check your shooting irons 
at the door. 

A dancing couple hopped in front of Larrv 
and his life was saved — for i »«cond— as Dude 
grimly held fire Then the coupl* sashayed away 
and Larry was once again a clear target. 

From the hayloft, now converted into a make- 
shift balcony, a flying figure descended toward 
Sleeger. The Dude't gun barked, but hit arm 
had been smashed downward so that the slug 
did no damage except to the planking. The gun 
clattered from the killer's fingers. 

The shot and commotion had brought the 
dancing to an abrupt halt. There were exclama- 
tions, excited talk, a few screams. The dancers 
gathered around where a stockily built young 
man was rising to his feet, with the sullen 
Dude firmly collared. The ■ most remarkable 
feature of the stocky young man was a pair 
of large ears that stood out almost at pig hi 
angles to his head. 

Many were the shouts and cries: 

"Look, it's Donkey Ears!" 

"He caught the Dude with a gun!" 

"He jumped down from the loft and kept 
Dude from shooting !" 

Then another voice, louder than all the rest, 
bellowed, "He didn'i jump down. He just spread 
them there donkey ears like an old buzzard 
and he flew down !" 

A few embarrassed giggles vere heard, but 
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one man turned on Larry and said, "Loud- 
mouth, that's a fine thing to say about a man 
who just saved your life. If it were not for 
him, you'd be sprouting wings yourself right 
■now." 

"Gosh. I didn't mean any offense," said Loud- 
mouth Larry. "I just thought it was a good 
joke. I'm downright obliged to you for saving 
my life. Donkey Ears!" 

The young man. so addressed, didn't reply 
to Larry. Instead he leveled his gaze at Dude 
Sleeger and said. "Mister. I reckon your com- 
pany isn't wanted here. It's agin the rules to 
bring a gun into this here dance and you 
might've hit some innocent party. I advise you 
to git. I advise you to git to a healthier climate 
and pronto! Now. git!" 

Dude made a move to pick up his fallen gun. 
but the stocky young man placed a foot on it 
and said, "Oh. no. That's confiscated. You just 
gitl" 

Sullenly, Dude moved to the doorway. There 
he turned «nd said. "Ill get you for this!" He 
disappeared Into the night. 

The men and girls, especially the girts, gath- 
ered around the stocky young man and admired 
him. They called him a hero and wanted to 
know how ht knew Dude had a gun. 

"Well, I didn't." was the response. "I just 
happened to be up in the hayloft, watching, 
and I saw him pull that pistol out from inside 
his coat." 

"But what were you doing up in the hay- 
loft?" 

"I . . . well ... I ..." He seemed embar- 
rassed, but finally blurted it out. "1 like to 
hear the music — Fiddler Phil's fiddle and all 
the excitement and everything — so I snuck up 
there and listened. I like to dance, too, but since 
somebody put the handle of 'Donkey Ears" on 
me. I figured none of the ladies would want 
to dance with me. They'd laugh at me!" 

At these words, the ladies almost fought 
with each other for the privilege of dancing 
with the large-eared hero. In the commotion, 
nobody noticed that Loudmouth Larry sudden- 
ly looked grave and thoughtful — a very un- 
usual look to be on his wide countenance. And 



nobody noticed that while the girls were danc- 
ing with "Donkey Ears" and showing him the 
time of his life. Loudmouth Larry slipped quiet- 
ly out of the door and into the silent night. 

Much later, when Phil the Fiddler had played 
his last tune and the dance had broken up. 
Donkey Ears was riding the lonely trail toward 
home. As he^ode. he sang a song and his heart 
was happy. He was so happy that he didn't 
notice the crackle of underbrush as a stealthy 
footstep moved toward the path: he didn't see 
the dark figure, crouched against a rock and 
silhouetted by i the moon, raising a rifle to site 
at him. 

"Swing your partner, swing your partner !" 
sang Donkey Ears. 

The rifle cracked. 

A bullet whined over his head. 

The reason the bullet went over his head 
instead of through his head was that Loud- 
mouth Larry had slightly jarred Dude Sleeger 
with a bone-crushing right to the jaw. 

"I'm not joking with this punch !" declared 
Larry, as he threw h. and it must have been 
true, for the Dude crumbled into an unconscious 
heap. 

As Donkey Ears rode up. Larry was loading 
the Dude onto a horse. 

He explained. "I heard this varmint say he'd 
get you — uh — pal. I could see in his hateful 
eyes that he meant business, so I left the dance 
and trailed him. I figured he'd bushwhack you 
if nobody stopped him. So I stopped him and 
now he's a case for the sheriff." 

"You saved my life." 

"Well, turnabout's fair play. Anyway. I'm 
sorry I pinned that nickname on you. I thought 
it was only a joke, but . . . well ... I can 
see that sometimes a joke ain't so funny and 
I don't aim to slap nicknames on c people any 
more. By the way, friend, what handle should 
I call you by?" 

'THE stocky young man smiled. "Larry, wny 
don't you just call me 'Donk'!" 
"It's a deal . . . Donk!" responded Larry. 
Solemnly they shook hands. 
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I insist ON "P-F"CANVAS shoes mape only ey B.F: Goodrich and Hood Rubber Company 
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LET'S SO, MIDWITe .' DEAD TREE 
PASS IS ONE OP THE PASSAGES 
LEADING FROM THE FOOTHILLS 
ACROSS THE BORDER.' WE'VE 
SOME RUSTLERS 
TO 5TOP,' 
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